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AUTHOR’S NOTE 


I write in the hope that the readers of these eleven 
short poems will at least be drawn to make further 
enquiry into the case for Anarchism, It may be one 
can have one’s own personal revolution and renounce 
the shit which is laid on all of us by the State. But 
to be isolated is to be sterile and, ultimately, acquies- 
cent. Like poets, anarchists are neither saints noi 
gurus. What we attempt is to balance the maximum 
freedom with the maximum equality for all humankind. 
For that to happen the greatest possible number must 
become involved. It has been said that there isa 
hidden poet in all of us. I believe it to be true. But 
what I think is at least equally true is that there is a 
hidden anarchist. It is more than probable they will 
turn oul to be one and the same person. To bring out 
what is hidden was my sole aim in putting this little 
book together. 


KNOWING 


They know wealth is power. 

They know they have neither wealth nor power, 

They know. all the same, that they and they alone 
make wealth. 


They know the State has guaranteed them 
certain rights 

So long as they don’t forfeit them 

By ceasing to believe in the State, 

By ceasing to assist at their own expropriation. 


They know parliament is only politics 

And politics only lies. 

They know the law is called the rich man’s 
whore. 

They know where legality finally resides - 

In the bullet, the baton and the boot, 

The vetted jury 

Or judges going it alone 


And they're not soft. 

They know when vou put a question to clam up 
Or spew out yesterday’s paper 

Or last night’s TV whole, 


Knowing their opinions are seldom required 

Unless as a yoke 

Or to trap them into putting money in the political 
begging bow] 

But too unselfish, alas, to refuse you 

The stiff laconic X in the box for the 5-vear 


show. 


That's right. It’s not just enough to know. 


BEGGERS 


Should we encourage sloth? the student said. 
You have to think of that. 

Try to discover what itis he needs 

Not simply what he wants. 

His raiment may be pretty ragged, ves 

Most likely bait to catch unwary fools. 
Deceives himself, I’! bet. 


No, wait. Let’s say his plight is genuine. 

How does it change the case? 

Begging’s a sickness where the State provides. 
The man’s a derelict. 

And indiscriminate giving’s not a cure. 

The appropriate authorities have skill 

To root the sickness out. 


He scorms in me what’s rife in himself, 

The other said. For years 

He’s filched from books so’s not to have to face 
His brother man like this 

Here in the public square with open palm: 

The world bears witness te the simple truth 

| have what others gave. 


T always took it as a natural law: 

All men beg from beggers, 

Like pedagogues bent low with good men’s alms 
The wolf's at his door too 

And penury never thrives like when it’s hid. 

So give me money, not philosophy. 


I have enough of that to see me through. 


WALLS (13 


A mountain grows in our little town 
Right in the middle of the street. 
We took its shadow for our school. 


A town where teachers grow on’ trees 
(Not looking much like mountaineers) 
All pay attention and work hard. 


Remorseless unambiguous trees. 
The children sit up straight and groan, 
Spook-studies darkening the day. 


Miss Cruickshanks used to grow on a tree. 
She has rosy cheeks like red apples. 
Who'd have a shadow for a school? 


Who'd take a mountain for a wall? 
lis topmost peaks are hidden in cloud, 
There is a spring and hazel tree 


And riders riding out of a cloud. 
Our Mr Dibble grew on a tree, 
He has withered in the long shadow. 


The children sit up straight and groan, 
Drift down in autumn like dead leaves. 
The flowers on the mountain stay. 


O maintain in our little town 
Right in the middle of the street 
Please be there when the dark is gone. 


WALLS (2) 


The law 

Like a bloated tongue 

Its sense too dull for simple words 
Airing itself upon doomed walls 

A fortress in decay. 


This maw 

Will suck me in 

Shore up its walls with felon bones 
Stop cavities, draw sap from me 
Yet will it fall. 


For make * 

What shifts they may 

Not just my cankered bone 

Nor yet my'pain, 

The keepers and the keeping-hold 
Will blight the stone. 


THE BRIBE 


An oldened boy perched high 
Like hawk on midden throne 
King in an eyeless desolation. 


Guileless the mother said, - 
Here is a penny for the king; 
Ask him to be your friend. 


He laid his mother’s offering 
On a stone. 


No eye in the thronged desolation 

To catch a stooping king,” 

The stone transfigured in the hand 

Or how the trapped sun withered when 
The bird of prey swept over the land 


Or broken bloodred talon fat! 
To the black earth. 


And bleeding in his mother’s breast 
He knows the morai that he brings. 
And in her stricken heart she grasps 
The fierce integrity of kings. 


GLASGOW’S SMILES 


Dear Sir, | must advise you that 
Your house is going to be knocked flat. 


We’re going to take you from your slum 
And put you in the lovely Drum 


Or Easterhouse or some other scheme 


Where the rain falls hard and the wind blows keen. 


Your little street is lean and scrawny, 
The ringroad’s legs are big and brawny 


And it squelches as it goes - 
> The only question being, Whose toes? 


All must fall to let it pass, 
Kinnen Park, Anderston, Port Dundas. 


Your meagre little street won't shine 
When leviathan calls to dine. 


When leviathan comes on wheels 
He’s sure to be set on bigger meals. 


We hope you won’t quarrel with what we’re doing 
And kick up all that hullaballooing: 


The Gorbals and Cowcaddens went 
Withoot a murmer of dissent. 


But if you must, then, say your say- 
You may petition us all day. 


And if wiseacres say, What a futile lark! 
Just point to the toilet in the park. 


That heap of rubble by the gate 
Was a public pissoir till of late, 


And when you mounted vour campaign 
Did we regard it with disdain’ 


Bulldozers at a single blow 
Lewd and libidinous laid low, 


And certain folks were most astonished 
To find their rendezvous demolished. 


True, that was part of another plan, 
An ‘unattended toilets’ ban 


And purely a police decision 
Before we saw your nice petition: 


(A confidential memo, that, 
Which some fool couldn’t keep under his hat, 


But what’s democracy about 
If you can’t come clean once the secret’s out?) 


Nevertheless the cooncil’s dream, 
Auld Glesca guttit oot an clean 


Wull mak some rich an ithers famous 
An segregate thae yins thit shame us. 


(This hamely daub we thocht tae scryveit 
Fur fear yer lugs were sairly deaveit 


No tae say yer puir wee harnes 
Wi Inglis bureaucratic terms, 


An weel’s tae show, jist like in law 
Scots can ootbureaucrat them aa 


An tho we clack an tho we glower 
We’re great idolaters o power 


~ 


« TOAST O THE MONGERS’ MAN 

Fur thae puir sowls thit urnae follows: 

WE’RE GONNIE KICK THIS CITIE*’S HOLE INT: Pur Glesca blitzt an skrucken, did ve say 
Weill, rax yuir hairns a wee, cast vuir mynd back 

There’s glory and there’s hygeine too Ti whit we wur: this ugsome toun 

When you put your toes in leviathan’s stew The cancer growth sae-caad o Bolitho. 
Ye mynd o that? That wuis nae canard, tho 

Think if in times to come they'll say, He micht hae gien mair fling 

He moved his arse for the motorway: Ti hoosin plans the cooncil. huid in haun 
Projects baith practical an veesionarie 

Or, Nero got it right in one - (Bit Inglis whan thev traik on fremit grun 

A town smells better when it’s gone! Hae een fur naething guid . aa’s plague or ruin? 


Think © the citie thit bleezed up wi MacLean 
Crvan fur daith ti the rule o gowd 

An the glead o revolution owre the Clyde 

Ti sweep awa poortith an government: 

Aye we wur seick that day, aa us 

Wi the guid o Glesca tapmaist in wir thocht, 
The mercantile citie par excellence: 

Yit we won back wir power at the last 
MacLean we buriet an the lave we bocht, 
Fieres o the common man 

Their traitorie suin dowsed aa thae fires. 


An yon degenerate loun wha wrote a buik 

Syne droont hissel in the Clyde bit nane too suin 
Aa menner o iniquitie lat oot 

O’ brothels, shebeens, razor kings an sic 
Ramskerie plunderins an brigancie 

As braith is sweert ti lowse apo the lugs. 

The rope, the cat an Captain Sillitoe 

(Whan jyle wuis jyle an no a laucht-at hyse) 
Cuplit wi cooncil plans ti extirpate 

Aucht slums maist vengeable fur fechts an noise, 
The Gorbals, Brigton, Calton, Gerscube Road, 
Tounheid, Plantation, Govan, Anderston ~ 

Puit peyd ti aa thae ploys. 


‘Whaur’s cheraikter? Whaur’s grace o livin gane?” 
My certie. hou thae fashions brank an birt? 


Is it models or single-ends ye’d hae” 

Whan we huid cheraikter ti droon aa else 

We stude condemnit afore aa the warl: 

We wur the citie o dreefu sichts, the hain 

O’ aa perversitie an blicht. A fig 

Fur aa yuir cheratkter an grace! 

Greek Thompson, Rennie MacIntosh - guidsakes! 
The cooncil huid ane darg: ti claucht this toun 
Fae thirldom ti its ain daurk hert. 

We wur the super-ego o the place 

An clouran o this toun wuis conscience wark: 
TI redd-oot menseless fowk wi fousome weys, 
The scaichers, hawgaws, methylatit cryles, 

Ti wash awa aa reek o scelartries. 


Glesca guttit-oot an clean 

The wheels o commerce rinnan swift an free 
The towerin office block, the motorway 

An aa the people herdit oot ti schemes 
Haill riffraff populations shuntit aff 

Ti ghettoes at the faur perecmeter, 

That wuis wir plan - a citie 

Wi the warkers oot o sicht. 


Ye dinna like it? People coont, ye say? 
Wheesht man. Did we no train the dug ti bark? 
Aince in five years he does his wee bit trick, 
Gey pleased ti dae it, an never failed us yit. 
The people dinna ettle eftir mair 

Nor breid an harlequins. The same auld sang 
As yon MacLean hesel wuis suin ti learn: 
They’ Jl gang the iength o the preeson gate 
Bit stop deid there. 


Sae clink yer gless wi mine. 
We’ ll drink ti the fower inseperables 
Fur ane athoot the ithers canna thrive: 
Capital and Parliament, the Law an Power. 
Lang may they haud thegither, till the hope 
O’ revolution, bocht an taymil, dees 
Forever in the hert o man. 


LANGMUIR AN ALGIE EARNS 


Ye mind the Setterday mornins at the Central 

Auld Langmuir on the bench, stipendiary, 

Wig ayways hauf-wey doon his face 

Waitin fur the ten thoosan breaches 

O the nicht afore, an me wan o thim 

Pullt in shakin like a scarecraw, ten stitches 

In ma heid, nae jaikit an wan shoe missin. 

‘Sae here’s wir handsel,’ Ah heard him sayin 

Ahint his haun yon wey; he wis laughin. 

‘Noo you own up an gie us aaa break. 

We’ve got ten thoosan breaches ti attend tae, 
Fower hunner thefts o leid fae Glesca roofs 

No ti speak o loiterins wi intent. 

Then there’s aa these fellas batterin thir wives, 
An thaem thit lift their hauns ti constables - 

Like you. Ye hear ma speak. Nae lah-dee-dah 
Hauf-byait wally-close stuff here. Ah ken yuir freens 
Kemp an Swiflie an Candy an Pie 

An that craw Russo. Ah ken yuir howfs - 

The Sarrie Heid, Burnt Barns an the Clyde Vauts tae. 
Jeez O! Yiz wuld sook thon wine fae a shitty cloot 
An think nane o it’. 


Ma hert lowpt up. These soonds 
Wur music ti ma ears. Ah’ve won a watch, 
Ah thought ti masel, it’s Calton talk. ‘Guilty!’ 
Ah shouted oot. ‘Guilty, yuir honour,’ 
( Gie’m his place) ,‘Ah’m guilty, Sir.” 


But eftir - in the dug box up in Bar 

Anither thought went thru ma heid. Ye fule! 
Six months wull be six fuckin months 
Whitever wey they say it. 


li 


THE HUNTERS 
(for John MacLean - 1879-19 23) 


It?s easy to befriend the dead. 
The spent bullet is anyone’s 
As long as it missed the mark, that is. 


The hunters will make it their property, 
For the moral will prove too good to lose. 
‘He won no prizes, J’ll be bound,’ 

They’ ll say. And ail in charity 


They’ ll question the ground on which he stood, 


Hint at a rather unsteady hand. 


‘Not Clynes the mill-hand, ten years old, 
Not John Burns in his red-flag days, 

Not Ramsey the starvelling pedagogue, 
Not even McGovern in his youth 

Nor the Paisley mechanic Gallacher 
Fired with so little guile,’ they'll say. 


And they’ll pity the poor tyro then. 


He’ ll be their companion in the field, 
A comfort when the bag is bare. 
‘Couldn’t judge distances, you see. 
Couldn’t bide his time, a man like that, 
As all good hunters must,’ they'll say- 


So easy to befriend the dead, 
Mould in half-truth the image we will, 
Accomplish in him our own design. 


For John would lei the bird fly free, 
The hunters he went out to kill. 


WESTMINSTER REDS 


(in memoriam Guy A. Aldred, 1886-19 63; 


I was always an iconoclast. - Lord Shinweli 


Icon-making was in a crisis 
When the idol-breakers arrived. 


Some said the House was doomed 
Seeing these madmen clamber over the wall. 


Remembering past glories 
Some icon-makers chose to live abroad. 


Scare stories nothwithstanding 
The smart money still went into icons. 


To perfect their oratory 
The idol-breakers rehearsed the oath. 


Rattled by talk of a “treacherous bog’ 
They called themselves ‘stepping stones’. 


In black silk and gold braid 
The idol-breakers swarmed at Palace levees. 


‘A good sort’, the icon chief 
Laughed off minor breaches of etiquette. 


Means tested now, hungry, the people waited 
Defying their worst fears. 


Ripe for Jerusalem in Govan and Fife 
They got called up instead. 


Frightening people is 


the staple of all governments. 


This was easily 
accomplished when people 
lived in fear of 

starvation. 


When the new 

technologies made hunger 
inappropriate for advanced 
nations, its substitute 

was quickly found. 


Seeming to 

alleviate evils it has 
itself created 

is the basic function 
of the State. 


The ultimate evil 
It cannot alleviate: 
its own continued existence. 
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Power to dominate other people 
To expropriate, manipulate 
Condition, punish, reward, 

The will to power 

Being the faith of the faithless 
Will only thrive 

Amidst frightened people, 

Fear entering 

Where its opposite falters. 


So is it any wonder 

In our own day 

When hunger can be banished from the earth 
The rulers play their final card 

THE BOMB? 

THE BOMB, they say, only THE BOMB 
Brings order. 


And with that said 

An age-old lie 

Is laid to rest, 

And we suddenly see 

Those with faith in humankind 
Who stand with the black flags and cry 
ANARCHY 

Lied about and vilified so long 
Cast in their true light at last, 
Holding the vision 

Without which all are doomed; 


And the State also 

In its true light at last: 
Building the dark place 
Where vision dies 

And all that is good in man 


Beggers 


Should we encourage sloth? the student said. 
You have to think of that, 

Try to discover what it is he needs 

Not simply what he wants, 

His raiment my be pretty ragged, yest 

Most likely bait to catch umary fools. 
Deceives himself I'll bot. 


No, wait. Let's say his plight is genuine. 
How dees it change the case? 

Begging's a sickness where the state provides. 
The man's a derelict, . 

4nd indiscriminate siving's not a cure. 

The appropriate authorities have skill 

To root the sicimess out. 


Ee scorns in me what's most rife in himself, 
The other said. For yaars 


He's filched from books so's not to have to face 
-—- ~< 


His brother mn like this 
Here in the public squire vith opm palms 
The world bears witness to t e truth 


~ 


I bave what others mye. > 


I always took it as a naturel law: 

All men beg from bezgera. 

His professor is bent low with good men's alms. 
The wolf's at his door too. 

And penury never thrives like when it's hid. 
Se give me money, not philosophy: 


I have enough of thet to see me through. 


Glasgow Smiles 


Dear Sir, I must advise you that 
Your house is going to be knocked flat. 


We're going to take you from your slum 
4nd put you in the lovely Drun 


Or Easterhouse or some other scheme 
Where the snow lies deep and the wind blows keen. 


Your little street is lean and scrawny, 
The ringroad's legs are big and brawny: 


411 must fall to let it pass, 
Kinnen Park, Anderston, Port Dundas. 


Your meagre little street won't shine 
When leviathan calls to dine. 


When leviathan comes on wheels 
He's sure to be set on bigger meals, 


We hope you won't quarrel with what we're doing 
4nd kick up all that hullaballooing; 


The Gorbals and Goweaddens went 
Without a murmer of dissent. 


But if you must, then, say your say; 
You my petition us all day. 


And if wiseacres say, What a futile lark! 
Just point to the toilet in the park. 


That heap of rubble by the gate 
Was a public pissoir till of late, 


4nd when you mounted your campaign 
Did we regard it with disdain? 


Bulldozers at a single blow 
Lewd and libidinous laid low, 


And certain folk were most astonished 
To find their rendezvous demolished, 


True, that was part of another plan, 
4n ‘unattended toilets! ban 


4nd purely a police decision 
Before we saw your nice petition: 


(A confidential memo that 
Which some fool couldn't keep under his hat, 


But what's democracy about 
If you can't come clean once the secret's out?) 


Nevertheless the cooncil's dream 
Auld Glesca guttit oot an clean 


Wull mak some rich an ithers famous 
4n segregate thae yins thit shame us. 


(This hamely daub we thocht tae scryveit 
Fur fear yer lugs were sairly deaveit 


No tae say yer puir wee harnes 
Wi Inglis bureaucratic terms, 


As weel's tae show, jist like in law 
Scots can ootbureaucrat them aa 


An tho we clack an tho we glower 


We're great idolaters of power. 


Fur thae puir sowls thit urnae followin: 
WE'RE GONNIE KICK THIS GITIE'S HOLE IN.) 


There's glory and there's hygeine too 
When you put your toes in leviathan's stew: 


Think if in times to come they'll say 
He moved his arse for the motorway! 


Yes Nero got it right in one: 
4 town smells better when it's gone. 


Farquhar Mclay 
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Basement Flat 
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lengmiir and Algie Hrna 


4h wols furst ti be caad, ’ 
In ak wats pullt. 4 
Ach weill ye'll thicve, i 


'Sae here's ma hansell, ! 
The sherrif said. 
He wais laughan, 


When ah hears this 
Ah think ti msel 

Ah've won a watch, 
He's wan o uza! 


‘an whit's yuir plea = 
It wolenae me?! 
A atcatan judge. 


‘Nae hauf=bylt wally- 
Close stuff here: 
It's Galton talk, 


‘Ah ken yulr freens, 
Yon Kemp fur wan 
4n Seout OfNed 11, 


'The Burnt Earns or 
The Sarria Heid 


Aya the Clyde Vaults tae ~ 
Ahfye drunk in thim aa. 


‘an is Candy aboot? 
Ah mind him welll 
The lang-lippit sinner. 


‘An that craw Russo 
Wad hae sookt thon wine 
Free a shittie cloot 
An thocht nane o it,! 


Ma hert lowpt ups 
These soonds 
Wur music ti ma ears, 


But in the dug-boax 

In Berlinnie jyle, 
Suroondit wi bestis 

Wylde and taymit, 

4h thocht ti masels Ye mg 
Sax months wull be 

Sax fuckan months 
Whitever wye thi say it. 


Farquhar MeLay 
6, Balvicar Drive 
Glasgow G42 89s 


